SOME LETTERS OF
to back it for handsomeness even against the Milton variety. Promptly at 9 o'clock each morning I put on blinders, stuff my ears with wax, and strap myself to the desk, in order to do my day's stint on a text-book on English Literature (God save the mark!) which I have to get a certain portion of done this month. . . .
Faithfully yours, WILLIAM VAUGHN MOODY.
To Daniel Gregory Mason [Undated. Probably May or June, 1900.] DEAR DAN:
I will answer as categorically as you inquire:
1st. I beseech you to come.
2nd. I will join you at luncheon on the beach,1 and offer my services as guide, philosopher, and friend.
3rd. I will not read the Ode, the Faith-Healer, nor any other damned tiring under the shining canopy. I will talk with you, walk with you, play with you, and stay with you, and so following; butt I will not read for you nor bleed for you. What news on the Rialto?
W. V. M.
1 A small picnic party was proposed. 126er enough to afford grounds for a curse-out,
